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SPANISH CASTLES‘
ARE SHADOWED
WITH SUFFERING

PROMBTHEUS: THE FALL OF THE
HOUSE OF LIMON: SUNDAY SUN-
LAGHT. By Hamon erex™e Ayalbi
Prose Translations by Allce P, Hub-
bard, Poems Done

& Co,
Reviewed by MARGARET BURKE.
Ome of the press notices about this
work declared: “Some will be scan-
dalized by the @author's vapricious lev-
ity in dealing with the serious facts of
life, others may be surprised by tne
absolute frankn on matters com-
monly glossed over; bhut the discern-
fng witl gnize that-here is a new
note, 1 master note, in the presenta-
tion of human life as it is to-day.”
Heaven help us Iif all who read are
not discerning! It would have been
hetter had they sald those who dodge
facts and paint them with an ugly
color td cover the truth, let them not
dare 1o read this book. It is & lovely
| chain  holding (hree perfect gems,
These stories are Inimitable, and as
such they should be used only by the
discerning and the truthful.
The press notice need not have been
&0 apologetic; in fact, the tribute that

it gives at its conclusion s hardly
enough, 1t is more than & new note
that has been struck—It is a whole

symphony of gorgegus colorings and
tones that only the‘old bnckground of
Spain conld furnish,
in the flrst tale the pllgrimage of
Odysseus 15 whimsically narrated as
the foundation of the travels of &
young Spaniard who suffered, lived
and loved as did Odysseus. The poor
youth plans his life as he chooses and
miakes out rather well with it. Tater,
however, his son, In whom he had
» hoped to take great pride, disappoints

him by being hopelessly crippled and |

far too heilliant to he normal. Finally

Mark, the father, gives up in despair. |

He covers his grief as best he can.
Then Prometheus—for into the chiid
the spirit of Prometheus has come—
tinkes himself aut of his phrents' sight
In timely suicide.

“The Fall of the FHouse of Limon"
i= a pathetic story of the fall of an
old and corrupt dynasty in Spain. The
two old maids who bear the brunt of
the tragedy are the most pitiful oh-
Jects around whom the story weaves
ftself, The machinations of a political
party, the murderous crimes of young
senors and the last drop of payment
exacted from the miserable women are
painted In flerce colors by the author.
There is no attemt to gloss over the
truth, There i= no backing from the
point thot ignominy and shame. no
matter how clothed in purple or tat-
ters, must bhe blotted out, even if It
be 1o the wrecking of innocent lives,
Ayala spares no one—even the woman
who had hoped to find happiness pays
for nothing save merve relationship.
8he pays in the worst form that a
human can pay—in a lonely, miser-
able existence, tortured and hounded
on every side.

“Sunday Bunlight” fulfils the hope
that some of ug have had that one
would find some day a process of
differentiation for the sunlight of the
days of the week. For Monday's light
is different from Tuesday's and so on
down the length of the week. At last,
Ayala has shown us that the sun has
gone through the spectrum and falls
on the brightest colors on Sunday.

In his story Sunday s the last happy
Aay for Castor before he had wed Hal-
bina. Hated by rivals in politics and
love his flancee Is most cruelly violated
by some young scions of the leading
aristocratic famfly In Cenciella. After
his marringe he finds that the people

will not fet Balbina forget her shame |

and he roams all over Spain with her
in an effort to find a haven where dis-
turblng gossip and revenge will not

find them. In desperation he starts
for South America. On board ship macteric™ and “Punch and Judy,”
some immigrants recognize them and | Morley sayva nothing charmingly.

they are about to feel that nowhere in
this world will they find the peace
for which they seek. And nowhere on
earth did they find it. A merciful Proy-
idence sept fire to the ship and the
hushband whea so truly loved his wife
perished with her in the ngean of
cternal forgetfulness,

There & ahout thess tales a1 passion-
ate understanding of things human
and divine. There Is no shrouding of
primal truths, but why should there
he? What mystery there is in life
will always exist whether or not we
think we hide or expose It. No shabby
coverings that any human fraiity can
invent for its own sense of prodery
can add or detract from a mystery.
These tales are for those who live and
believe and who by living, lose none of
that falth that holds for every man a
spark of Alvine fire—a fame that
makes the most awful endurable and
the most divine—ecstatic

i Moonshiners
and mystery

THE MAN IN THE DARK. By Albert
Payson Terhune. E. P. Dutton & Co.
Mr. Terhune hus 1eft out of this story

none of the elements that go to makes

up a wide popular succogs—love, in-
trigue, mystery, good dramatic situa-

tions, a clear, direct narrative snd a

properly happy ending. He fs a ski-

ful lterary packer: he hax gotten
evervihing in, oeatly arranged in ita
right place. It makes a very accept-
able tale, and It n n “elean” story,
which is more than can be mald of a

good deal of the current output of
Berion.

1 It staged in the mountains of
West "Virginia, amang mooanshiners, |

night riders, “hill-billiea™ and a truly
rurnl community. Perhaps his hero,
the misanthropie hill man who has
been soured by (1l foartune but is renn-
vated by the heroine, = & bit stagy,
and the girl herself something of a
conventional figure, but the other per-
®ons are very well done. Of course the
dog is the hest of the 1ot authentionl-
Iy doggy, no disgulsed humanized nni.
mal on four lege, but a real thoroush-

in English by |
Grace Hagard Conkling. E. P. Dutton |

| tooling you get

COQUETTE, By Frank Swinnerion.
Goorge H, Doran Company.

THE EDUCATION OF ERIC LANE.
By Stephen MeKoenna George' H.
Doran Company.

the same time appear new

T

A novels by authors of some note

in which the chief characters
are women, horn into opposi sacial
'spheren, hut with some traits in com-
mon. Each is determined to work
things out for herself. A wilful indi-
viduality is the keynote. But each is
hindered in her progress by a traitor-
ous tendernese, In both cases the girl
ig put forth as though the severe au-
thor eounted on the world's condemna-

SR
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Frank Swinnerton.

tion,  And the reader finds himself

sympathizing with her and cursing
her hard hearted creator—which very
likely is part of the said creator's plan,

In heroine  thoere
suggestion of Becky
There s Becky's intelligence,
energy and determination to get on.
Sally Minto decldex what  ghe s
worth and plans to get the best resulta
from her personal stock. She shows
initiatlve in leaving her position and
geiting a botter one In a dressmaking
establishment. This Is her character-
istie reaction to the new environment:

“The other girls were all sorted out
in Sally's mind. There was not one of
them into whose nature she had not
some biting insight. She had become
go practical that she knew all their
dresses and knew what everyvthing
they owned had cost, She could rec-

Swinnerion's
more  than

Sharp,

is !

Two wilful young women

any hrooch or adornment, any stock-
ings. She would have made a good
house detective. But she told no tales.
If she knew, she knew, and that was
all. b Sally was Sally. She en-
joved being Bally. Bhe meant always
to be Sally.”

" But the author has laid the fnundn-!

tion of trouble for her by giving her a
heart and lesing it for her before
worldly ambition has had & fair chance,
It {8 a very elementary kind of love
that she {eels for Toby. But it serves
the purpose of the drama. The story
shall not he told here. Swinnerton tells
it very well.

In the valuation of a book the name
should not count for very much. But
this one seems decidedly misleading.
For the implications of “"Coquette” are
not carvied out, Sally eares too much
for Toby to play with him as a true
coquette plays with men. And there
is a good deal of Kindness mixed with
her calculation in the case of Gaga.

All this is praise, not blame, for the
temptation would be to make such A
character too hard—a villalness or an
incredible creature that inhabits only
the world of stock fietlon.  Sally is hu-
man, and her evocation {8 an achleve-
ment. But she iz very Imperfectly and
incompletely a coguette,

Stephen McKenna has for some
vears been a progressive disappoint-
ment. Readers of “Sonia" (not “Sonla
Married”) have been watching for
signu of growth from that excellant he-
ginning.
Ing and deepening in Mokenna's
work has not come. He wriles good
stories and one reads on to the end,
But the details of the social round are
too important., Perhaps it shouldn't be
urged against the author thst one is
continuflly wanting to slap his hero,
for some people always make one feel
that way.

Poor little Barbara has a hard time
any way you look at it. Here is an
example of her ways:

She asked him for his cigarette,
“Before he could see whiat she was do-
ing the glowing end had been pressed
against her hand until it blackened
and died. He saw her eyes shut and
her lip whitening as she bit it.
body swayed and fell forward before

| the crumpled cigarette dropped on to
| the carpet.

*'You little——  Babe, what's the
matter with you?
"She opened her coyes, JOreathing

qulekly and holding out her hand to
show a vermilion ring with a leprous
white centre, |

“I'd put my hand m the fire for
you'!' she panted, '

"*“You little fool!*
with a desire to hurt her for having
hurt herself. ‘Look here, Barbara . . .

“But &he had risen to her feet and
wis pressing the wounded hand to her
e,

“‘You don’t know how it hurt!' she

He was Hled

ognize anything thal had heen dyed,

cried with a tremble in her volce.”

——— e

TALER FROM A ROLLTOP DESK.
By Christopher Morley. Doubleday,
Page & Co. ~

i Reviewed by XAVIER LYNDON.
IN four of the stories that make

up this collection, “The Pert Lit-
tie Hat," “Urn Burial" “The Cli-

These tales furnish ample proof that
a man who has the literary touch can
|I~p entertaining even when his theme
|i= trifling, Deft bite of characteriza- |
[tion, bright snatches of dinlogue and |

| an neatly turned phrase |

occasional
make ane forget the wateriness ati
the no point In |
the reading of this quartet will the
roader remark, “The plot thickense™
Yet these four yarns hold the interest,

The slightest of them, “The f"Timac-:
2 It hlml

n hi= way |
to the office one day some one said
lof him: “There goes Veal! He's be- |
ginning ook old, isn't he?" This|
has the eoffect of making Mr. Veal
try look young, Hls efforts are
unsuccessiul FPeople continue 1o
refer to him as an aging man. That
in the whole story. and yet Mr. Mor-
ley tells It =0 adroitly that it holds
the interest and makes one chuckle,
This is art: not the highest form,
perhaps, yet art nevertheless. There
nre strokes that remind one of Henry
Cuyler Bunner

It the other seven stories
collection were as charmingly
sequential, “Tales from a Rolltop |
Desk™ would be a fine book. Unfop- |
tunately, this group is simply ineon- |
saquential. In one of them, "Referred
*t2 the Author,” he tries to make drama |
out of the story of a soulful actor
who s pearscouted by the typleal low-
brow stufe director of Action The
ns you read this tale
i that the actor would do well to go
out and buy himself s sonse of huwmor
The perscculion sestnz unreal” When
the actor cannot stand 1t any longer
tincientally, at thix point, neither
can the reader), he eracks his appres-
sor's skull and In the process gels
killed himself. We would have Hied |
the story bhetter If the stage director
had killed the actor and smoked n
clgar over hix dead body An ex-
perienced actor who hasn't o sonse of
humor belongs In the other world,
anyvhow;: certainly n man of this type

plots. Certainly at

terle,” is merely an eplsode,

to do with Eustace Veal,

T

e

in the
ineon- |

twed. Nor is he overdone at all Mr, |ean have ymore fun playing a harp
Terhune k= our best Hterary dog-man: | than a qpart.  The lgnorant brute
fore his work in soundly artistic. ‘The |of a stage director might never have
story abounds In halrchreadth  and [ done any good staging, but he could |
Balr-ralging escapes, and hae some | have done some usefol worl I this|
very good fNghts and mob seenes Tt |ife;: for instance, think of all the

holds one's interest throughout

people he could have Kidded out of

Trifles touched wit

h humor

taking themselves too seriously. My,
Morley should have made u comedy,
nat. a tragedy, out of the cireum-
stances he uses in this yam; then
he would have had anether amusing
trifle)

Mr. Morley could afford to dis
card such words as “fehrifuge.” “ego-
centric,”  “frowst,” “compland.” &

They remind one of Fannie Hurst at

But the hoped for heighten- |

Her |

He was his own
worst enemy

EVERED, By Ben Ames Willlams,
P. Dutton & Co.

HIB lntest story is typical of itw

authom im that it produces
an effect of sombfe and san-
[guir‘mr_v strength.
'a Bght and describes it with soberness
and zest, eyen when the weapons are
all on one side.

In this book he has given us an ex-
cellent story, not long, but impressive,
and this tima the setting s not, as o
“All the Brothers Were Vallant" and
“The Sea Bride,” the ocean but the
land. It i= aguinst the backzreound of
a peaceful little country village in New
Epgland that the action proceeds with
that steady advance toward tragedy
which is to be expected when “silent
tremendous foroes™ are in conflict.

Evered himsell s the exponent of
these forces, and in plcturing him we
venture to think that gthe author has
ereated a character whe is psycho-
logically abnormal if not impossible
He iz a progperous farmer and a fiemnd
incarnate—hot tempered, flerce, relent-
less, dominating, he goes through life
hating a&nd hated. Somewhat inade-
quately he is termed “a boiling vessel
of emotions.” In an early chapter
when he ig driving home from the
post office with his son John, who un-
derstood him best of all, we are al-
lowbed this glimpse of his character:

“They drove home together through
the dusk In 2 silence that was habitual.
Fvered sat =till in his seat, but there
was no relaxation in his attitude. Heo
was like a tiger before the charge amd
leap. You might call him a powerful
man, n masterful man, John Knew his

B

father for a slave, for the slave of his
own hot and angry pulse beats.  Ano
he loved and pitied him.™

Not n gentle father, surely, $tjll

a woman whose devotion is remark-
able under the circumstances, anid
whom he loved, we are assured, with
unyielding tenacity and ferver. His
method of expressing this. however,
was indefensible and extraordinary, for
“he made her suffer interminably until
suffering became routine and death
would have heen happinese.” “She was
like a wtatue of sorrow; the figure of
a sad and tortured life

This i the incredible claim of the
story—that despite deep and passion-
ate affection on each side Everad
should have been consistently brutal,
unkind and cruel to Mary, who could
not have provoled these qualities her-
self, He gan only be compared to his
own hull, about which the story cen-
tres,
| This bull was the deadliest of its
specles — famous the countryside
around for its ferocity and immensity.
When Evernd szees his wife one day
accompanied hy a man whose futile
adoration for her She does not in the
lenst reciprocate, Evered calmly al-
lows the beast to kil her, For at the
| moment he was “a concentrated fury,
| ahsorbed and oblivious” of the faet
that nn sinister =significance could pos-
sihly he attached to the episode.

There 1= A gleam of light in

this=

ranther harrowing tale in John Everad's | ’
| the first steps of this voung, aspiring

| romance with his stepmother's voung
| ister. Ruth, even though after the
| disaster they become estranged tem-

_| porarily because of Ruth’'s sudden fear

that he will grow ke his father. For-
| tunately there i» no basie, as she soon
discovers, for such an idea and they

|

Mr. Williams likes |

| carrectly

less 'a gentle hushand, vet married to|

her worst, jare left to face a belated happiness,
The hook is full of puns, ma“y1whu‘h the =eader feels they well de-

of them oxecellent, Of them one “°rve

Is perfect. It has to do with a Broad.

way prodiucer who advertises “A |

Chorus that outstrips them all.” Thris
ranks with F. P. A''s comment on the

| May Day bomb attack on A. Mitchell

Palmer's  residence,  *“The bomby
month of May"; Kelth Preston's com-
ment on the royvalties of & well known
novelist, “I'd rather be Wright than
President.” and other classic puns,

| The only eriticism we have to male

of Mr. Morley as a punster is that ut
times he is too apologetic about it. as
when In “Referred to the Author” he
has a character say: “Pardon the vile

pun,” and at other times, nnﬂﬂrsu‘_\‘J

expianatory, as when In “Punch and
Judy™ he ohserves: “Pursuing the
traln of his previous pun.” Bither pun
and let the gag speak for itself or
don't pun at all, say we,

Too caréfu]ﬁ_
of her mother

THE GUARDED ROOM. By G. L
Whitham. John Lane Company.

HE theme of this very English

l navel rather worth while

and unhackneyed, though it is

Is

somewhat clumsily handied. It i the
futitity and possible evil of over.
anxlous self-macrifice, the dexire to

“apare” others and to take up burdens
that are perhaps better borne by those
to whom they belong. It also Invelves
the comtrast in jdeals between the late
Vietorian and the up to date young
women and thelr men

The contents of the “gunrded room"”
were an invalld mother and her de-
voted] daughter, the mother afMlicted
with “heart trouble” and nesding o
he apared any excitement or responsi-
bility. The daughtor fades out and
dies, and all the time the mother ix
yoarning to get oul, and probably
quite mparln of doing so. The family
i of the old English geniry type,
rather hard up and fnding It difficult
to it Into new conditions, They are
also afficted with an eceentric mem-
ber, the sldest son, who tiurng recluse,
ubandons his dissgreeahle wife and
makes & mess of things. Ff course it
ends cheerfully rnough after a few
deathe. As & pevchological study it 1s
ruggesuve, as a slory i draga,

SHAIOWE, By Alma Newton John
| Lane Compang.

| Reviewed by

VIVIAN RADCLIFFE.

HI18 book, composed of a sories

|
|
of  short  essays, he

| I
|
counted among the most de-

lightful pleees of literature lately of-
tored readers who enjoy the record of
Impression=s: and it will doubtiess win
some who have not realized the charm
|of the intangible.

There 1 similarity In the women
of some of these sketches, which at
times nimost leads the reader to bhe-
Heve the suggestion for them was
found in a common source, For ex
ample, in The Moen and the Water
sSpirits—"2he was pincid and sweest by
| nmture, but the tuning of her soul or
herself to & higher key had made
her irritable when she was surrounded
by nolse and people, which are same-
times one and the same.'

And in The Astral Courtship—"(m
the ohjective plane she was hoth silent
and modest: therehy she awwakened
|interest in the man she loved. But on
| the astral plane she was not negative
she was active, she was the seeker, the
lover, the one wha planned.”

And of one man's conceplion
women and the one woman she writes
in Paradise —“He had felt that he was
destined to walt for some one, some
one  symmetrically  developed,
one who delighted the eye, Inspired
the mind and awakened the soul. And
now she had come’ Quite sllently she
had  walked his 1ife, without
warning. He looked up and she was
there, 1t wan as though a door had
elomed out all the darkness, a door
[ that shut out worldliness,
|and vain women who talked!
did women talk”she wondered. Why
| did they desserate the sledes and
distort the full beauty of a moment
|with words? The women he had
krnown had done this
| upon to cxpreas their love in werds
oar by an affected «igh or look, some-
thirng objective It had been, alwayr
for they had never forgetten them-
gelves pyven for a moment, therefore

mny

is

af

some

nto

They felt ealled |

|  The beéuty_ of sﬂence

| fers:

THE [SLAND OF DESIRE. By Dlana
Patriek, E. P. Dutton & Co,
Reviewed by SUSAN STEELL.

j N Lhat

Eliot's
sGnae

amusing  fisure would
not out of Dick-
ons's broadest rarce or George
per=-
Hellingwell,
who talks breathlessly and guotes in-
in the mosut readable
Patrick's novel

e place in

Warwickshire dramatis

fs the auctloneer,

of Diann new

Old and new style eroines

parts
|
He |

and his “cushiony” wife are only side- |

Ig true, but their lights
the other
Important personages (in the author's
opinion) who make the .good and
ovil of the story,

There is plenty of both,
writer {s as lavish of events. scenes
and colors as Oulda, whom she good
natured!y desplses; Rose, who pluckod
up spirit to defy her  chapelgoing
tither; Caradoc, the man she mar-
ried In spite of himself and hey;
the dismal troop of characteras sur-
rounding these chlef persons in
still more dismad manufacturing place
in England: then the gayer crowd who
cluster about Rese and her husband in
thsir honevmooning at Niee, in Prov-
ence and Brittany (interesting parts
of the world. vividly pictured); there
ia scareely a type of Frenchman or
Englishman that Miss Patrick has not
effectively studied, and she works

lights. it e

not horrowed from maore

forr the

all |

them quite conzruously inte her loose- |

ly woven schemge

That seatence  Talrvly  summarizes
Part 1. of this book., where Rose
the heroine and [t closes with her
aeath, 8he leaves two children, Pearl,
whose father wasx the erratle Caradoc
and Vivien, who came (rom her union
with a wandering musiclan of fHne
character, a uonion that her stern
chapelgoing father stigmatized as un-
lawful. Because of this distinction he
devised hi=z  property—grown  vast
after a case of arson engineered hy
himself—to his legitimate grandchil-
dren,

In Part 11

the story reaches down
into war times, and between them
Pearl and Vivien divide the honors
due to a leading lndy. Pearl, who has
been brought up "in luxury,” but in
bad taste to judge hy the clothes she
Is describod as wearing, develops the
vampire tvpe, while Vivien, early left
an’ orphan without patrimony, flowers
into all that is sweet and good. She
knows of her relationship to  the
granddaughter of the milliomaire mill
owner Binns, but conceals it whiie
seeking to form ties of friendship with
her half Unhappily for them
hoth, Vivien haz engaged herself to a
voung Londoner who reads very like
a cad and Pearl's chief interest In
Yivien Is expressed hy cutting her
out of a lover. Pearl, indeed, Is re-
markable In this friendly, old fash-
joned book for her modernity: she (s
a true vampire of the day

The experienced novel reader quick
ly realizes that Vivien's love affalr
doesn't touch the quick, and in the
success of Pearl's plots nobody suf-
rertainly Vivien, for there
her elbow another, a celebrated
who, incognito, has gulded

sister.

not
i at
novislist,

to the difeult peaks of
Hterature, On the eve of publication
information of the date of the death
of Caradoc comes (n time to dispel the
Hlegitimacy on Vivien but

nuthor up

ecloud of

alas’ —by darkening the title of Pearl
But the latter is by this time married
and the reader cares little for her
anyway. In the last pages it s her

| the immaculaie silent revelation of the

ugliness |
Why |

soul.

“People lind thought him fickle, but

it wns not so. He was an artist and
he had heen disappointed He had
wondered where the Jovely, gentle

women were, Were théey only In books
nnd dreams?

“1t was lovellness he
and now he had found it. Loveliness
had walked into his arms, silently, re-
gally, and yvet simply, with the urgent
desire of A true woman's heart, the de-

had wanted

sire to serve”

The esxay The Arts seems a warn-
Ing to the would-be writers of this
Aay against trusting In reason anlone
“Writing is a subtle thing and the

kind that vou want to do i= transpen-

dental: It Ix not of the mind, it is of
the soul Of course there I8 much
writing that good. and of the
mind It I8 ohjective, It i brilliant
and entertaining, but sublective writ
ing has it essence In the soul. You

tell me that vou wish to expross spielt-

wal truths through a romantlc me-
dium In other words, you wish to
write metaphyvsical stories This
means that you must make your
themes strong and VOour romanca in-
tense so as to Aattract yvour readers
This takes Infinite taet and  taste

Your brain, vour Hberal education, will
not be enough. You must have these
and more Filrat
work intenasly and vou must
wense of rhythm, for all perfect prose
is bt rhythm, just ns poeiry
But vou must possess refinement and
sincerity also. Rineerity is half of art
Hincerity gives strength, reallsm
fove, and these are the first princi-
ples."

And lnter in the same sasay xhr
irito the mouth of the philosopher the
words, “Never speak of writing an
art, for It 1= all the arts camhbhined. To
write well one mus=t have o of
cotor, musia and seulpture. Writing I
the combined heauty of all the arts ex
pressed in purple and gold. The pur
ple is the svmhbol of magnificent strue
ture: the gold = the Inspieation which
eomes from the saul which = not tar
nished by egotism or superficial de-

vou must love vour

have au

nn n In

and

plitla

LT

| they ‘I*tl neither given nor recelved sire.”

dainty and talented sister who right-
fully inherits from the mother Rose.
Sparkling in spots, alternately lively
and slow in its progress, this novel,
which combines a kind of anclent
cham with some modern features
which are nnt disagreeable. seems
likely to he pieked up and dropped out
of a good many hammnocks this sum-

mer, hut probably to bhe plcked up
agaln until the last page has been
reud,

Three bad men
in New Mexico

= T B
Eugene Manlove Rhodes.

| CHRISTOPHER—ByY

| TAPANESE

little Southern town depended almo:!
whaolly upon the development of water

power through # dam. Ome of the
leading citizens had prevailed apon
many friends to invest money in the

profect, and = fallure meant ruin for
hm, as he would have sold his ances-
tral estates to fool the logs of his feol-
lowers., An accident to a disabled mo-
tor boat upon the tempestusis river
threw the son of the man whn was
trying to ruin his dreams Into his
hospitahle nAnds

The story tells how the youth, who
had been an Incarrigible idlor, changed
completely hig viewpoint and defeated
the schemes of his father's corpora-
tion, winning thereby the heart and
hand of the fair daughter of his gal-
lant host,

NEW BOOKS

Filetion.
ROGUER & COMPANY-By Tda A, R.
Wylie. John Lane.
THE DEATH OF S0OCIETY—By Romer
Wilson. Putnam
FORBSHADOWED-By F E. Mills
Young. Doran.
THE WALL—By John Cournes. Doran.

BUFF: A COLLIE AND OTHER DOG
STORIES—By Albert Payson Terhune.
Daran

Drama.

SWEBT AND TWENTY: a Comedy in

One Act—By Floyd Dell. Stewart Kidd.
Lionel Jopaphare.
Published by the auther, 19 Grand
avenue, Oakland, Cal.

Travel.

HAIL COLUMBIA!'—Random Impres-
slons of a Conservative English Rad-
leal=By W. L. George. Harpers.

IMPRESSINNG: WITH A

0N CONFUCIUS—Translated

French of Paul-Louls Ceu-
Frances Rumsey, with a

John Lane

NOTE
from the
choud hy
preface by Anatole France

| WATCHING ON THE RHINE—By Via.

let B. Markham. Doran.

History and Public Affairs.
CURRENCY AND EMPLOYMENT:
DEFLATION OF THE CURRENCY
A Reply to the Anti-Deflationists—By
Sir Lancelot Hare. London: P. 8. King

& Son, Ltd

THE PEACE 0OF JUSTICE—By Ra-
phasl-Georges Levy, with a preface
by Raymond Poincalre. Doran
PARLIAMENTARY FRANCHISE RE-

| STEPSONE OF LIGHT, By Fugenn| FORM IN ENGLAND FROM 156 TO
Manlove Rhodes. Houghton, .\HI‘I‘IIn! 1818 —Ry Homer . Lawrencs Morrie,
Company. | New York: Columbin University
' 2 a o o wpn pe. | ORIGINE OF MODERN GERMAN CO-
GAIN and agaln we er re i. LONTALISM, 1871-1885—By  Mary
produced i the contemporary Hyvelyn Townsend. Longmans, Green
novel the same Westorn at-| & Co., for the Columbia University.

| Galahan

mosphere—u vast expanse of desolate
country
“rough  and  ready™ type, o liberal
underhanded
Sir
who bears the colors ta vie-

the final page. At times the
ay he the mountains, at times
the deseri;ut times the motivating im-
pulse may be n woman, at times the
lure of gold; but in general the char-
oeters e the same, the uction Is the
same and the plot is bullt along the
arme lpes: and we might almost take
un any one of the novels is the logical
soquel to any other,

sprinkling of zuns, =ome

manwuvring and an unpolished

tary
seene

“Btepsonz of Light" is a
oneg not  vary greatly from  type.
Among the mountalnous wastes of |
New Mevico dwells Johnnie Dines, a
hern, at onee clever, resogrceful and
chivalrous; by chance he becomes the
Lutt of three murderers, who en-
geavhr to fusien upon him the re-
eponsibility for thei crimes; and the
story s largely concerned with how
he suceeeds in digentungling himself

from the net they have fastened ahout

him and in delivering them instead up
to justice. The plot, however,

fruom well organized. many
elemonts are tntroduced, with no ap-
parent ohject cther than to 8l up

spnee; woe seo the ghodt of a love story,

In which Johnnie Dines hns no part:
and a number of shadowy and non-
essentinl characters move vaguely be-

fore us
ground the definite picture we get of
the central figure

Fortunately, the hook I8 retleved hy
some aqualities lncking in many West-
ern novels, Prominent nmong these
i# It humor, which stares at us
whimsically repented  ocoasions;
ind no less noteworthy = s spicit of
meditativeness manifesting itself when
Mr, Rhodes forgets temporarily that
he hne a =story to tell and regales us
with ruminations in many respects
mare interesting than his narrative
In particular, he b some amusing
comments to make on realism and an
pessimizm. One passage will illustrate

and, by the way, ane cannot help
expressing the wish that the author
had done more n this vein:

“Omly of late has it been discoversd

that a thinker is superficial and =hal-

ow unlesa he whines: thnt no man is
wise uniess he wviews with alarm
Fager propanganda chas  disseminated
the gind news thit evervthing = going
tn the demnition howwows, Willing
hands pass on the word, The method
f= simple, They write very long hooks
In which they set down the evil on
one sidle—and nothing on the other
That Is ‘realilsm.”
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here ln a declded problem In the
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A splendid novel of lifa In the apen
of blood-stirring adventures during
n mountain feud, and of a hrave

man, inspired by the love of a splen-
dld woman winning out sgainst long
10
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LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY
Publishers, Boston, Mass,

DR. FRANK CRANE says: “If

kth od.

$1.50.

“THE NEXT WAR”

By WILL IRWIN

ather this year, buy and read “The Next War’ by Irwin.'
SENATOR BORAH says: “[tis important that it should be read
i= especinlly important that it should be read hy the average citigen.”
MR. ERNEST POOLE writes to The Warid
hy & million people in the next year.”

The San Froneiaco Call-Post ealls it “the last word on the mest im-
portant subject in the waorld to-day."

Buy ol note Srom your hankseller or

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, New York.

buy no other hook and read no
It

“1 wish it could be read




